. £ t SOw 1 - —; . 8 - - : ; —————
5 ﬂttlta[ I wm 'ﬂit for You. tu{nlwny- seemed ke one in & delirium of| I bad comein with the majesty of the law | had fallen asleep (rom weariness, I laid him | The Natural Drunkard—A Sad| . Amatenr Gurdeming. -
. ‘ b gt a fever, and ever just as the turnkey swung | —a guard on either side. [ went out alone who slept the cilmer sleep-~the sleep of Story. T —_r N

f _™ Fiftoen years had rolled away aince last 1 | bock the heavy door to let him out, he would { —no danger was apprehended of my escap- | calmness and pence. The day came for the £ o The editor of the New Havm M&'lﬂ‘
i wgt is Well.” stood in the market place in the city of Hart' stop for a moment, trembling, snd with his | ing from that' other prison — the world.— |resding of the will. Relatives, friends, and In one of the New England States, says| off the. following rather ¢lever “experience™
i b —— ford. 1 left it when the ttrf was green, and lips half opened s if about to ssy something | Leaving theikigh grey ‘walls behind me, I|neighbors, were all colleoted in the P'll'ior a writer, I know a lad, now about twelve or | of his efforts in the gardesing line, “taking

’ The last words of Waskington. the thrushes were muking musie in the elms; | ™™ to me-~then, without meeting my eye, | struck intothe road for Hartford. Had I|where my dead brother used to sit, pinin; thirteen yesrs of oge, whose condition is » | snother sufferer’s experience as s text,

L Thers s quistover Vernon's bill, the turfl was green, and the birds were sing- he would rush from the cell. Suffering as | come out fivguyears befere, I might have|remorsely through the long evenings with most remarkable domosetration of (he Aete: it 46
A doop ropose about the sacred scone, ing now. 1 saw & staid man in black go by I was, sulfering etill more, as | was about | been expresily Softened by the long, unwon-| his motherless child. Yet they all sat apart ral law, that, in every case, the childis a| “A friend thus describes his summer's
A baauty vold of pride, that does not chill » gravely smiling to the children, and 1 knel; to be, from the consequences of his sin—1I | ted music of the bitdd, that, from the trees | from the returned comvict, looking at me|' Y faithful copy of his parents.” The boy | gardening operations: *The buge ats.our cu-
R: l:;::::::‘:::::::.:?;m::::“ he was the sottled clergyman, but not the one could pity him deeply. I could forbear with | and orchard walls, made the air full of their| with an evil eye. Butl bore it meekly with is u patural drunkerd. From his birthday | cumbers; our chickens ate the bugs, the
“Of Tooisteps buslied, of o e didih; I left there. There were conntrymen siand- the cowardice which he could not confess, | joy. Now I had lived past the time when | little Rose, in her morning dress, nestled to the present moment, he has given all the| neighbore cats ate the chickens, snd we are
Jé Of eyus thut watch the cold denth-Anger irace ing by their carts in the market; women for I knew how priceless liberty must be to such things could touch me, and walked still | against my breast, asif I were the last thing outward indications of being deeply druak;| now in hopes that something will cat the
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Eteraity upon the Chiefiala’s face.
‘And those fow woras, the lash that from bim fell,
Havo seitied on e landscape llka a speil—

chaffering with penny-worth purchasers in

a man who, losing it leaves his other soul in
that most heart broken of sll widowhood—

e

in the lock-step, looking neither about mor

RAVENNA, THURSDAY, OCTOBER 2, 1858,
e e :

the stalls; carringes driviog into the street,

forward, but ever moodily on the ground.—

she had on earth to cling to.
The lawyer opened the will and began:

and yet, #o far as I know, or thiok it proba-
ble, he has never swallowed a drop of ar-

; "

HOLE NUMBER, 549

cate."— Exchange. :
“We are hall inclined to give our experi-

the widowhood of & convict’s wife, , ..,
She whom I loved visited me many times
—always bringing me sweet messages in
her presence from the birds, and the flowers,
ond the free sky outside—nlways talking
with a voice intensely sustained into cheer-
fulness of my acquital, and restoration to our

And thus, late in the afternoon, I came
whither the commencement of my recital
fimds me, and stood in the market place of
the town which I had last seen fads out be-
hind me as [ went away in scorn.

No wonder {liat by all the passers I was
stared at as an oddity—something to bs sus-

dent spirits in his life. Though in good
sound health, he has never been able to
walk without staggering. His head is al-
ways upon his breast; and his speech is ol
that peculiar characier which marks a per-
son in o very low stage of intoxication. IT,
nevertheless, in the midst of his mutterings

ence in the horticnltural line, but wed arp
not, least we discourage ‘new beginners,”
who are always taken with the ‘garden fe-
ver' os soon as they go to housekeeping.—
It is prebably the greatest delusion that af-
flicts the human mind! Amde from the
‘buge, chickens and cats,’ it is & magnificent

KLY, Wave aad Forest breatbiog—/t és wert.” | filled with ladies on an alring from watering
places near by; cold men and young men,
women and girls—the manner of life was
even as when I left it; but the lorms, the
faces of thoee once fumilisr hod forever gone

Oh! fifteen years make great differences
in a returning man, Wherever he may have

“In the name of God. Amen. I George
Markham, banker of Hartlord, being of fee-
ble body, but of sound and disposing mind
and themory, do hereby constitute this my
last will and testament.

“I bequeath my soul to the infinite mer-
cy of God, ifit be possible. I bequeath my

. Calm as tha warrior hoart that slesps above,
Potomad rolls ILs clear blae wave below,

And on 1ts breast the whilo-winged vessals move,
Homeward or outward boand, they go—
Yel Tor a moment pausing on the wing,
] A light cloud starts boneath, and seoma to cling
Agalos We bow—then 1ifls toward the sun

ve 10 e dons smels oCOW T ihMle GRB pamed them—ias ' bome s cheestol sa'the old hopes. 1 told her I was innocont, and pected and lll.ﬂ.ll'lk from; for my grizzled hair | name to the oblivion of. all true men who and reelings something is said to him in a|humbug of itsell. We never conld make
\ Plaats o'er (ho wave and wakes theqalet doll— | one sbandoned, amidst the caresses of the she believed me. 1 could not tell her who | was of the prison cut, my clofhing had gon% shall kuow the truth. That I bequeath to way to puss through the thick atmosphere of | anything grow, but what would have grown
Al ‘;’::f:“r"f:“'::'f::;:’:?:r:“—:::::u awoll— Bsloved, surrounded by pleasant prospects, was guilty. out of In‘thion when the fathers in the street| my brother John Markham, not of bounty, h'.' dmml“wn] being, :,';d st l-:i- BUISSSES oo 'hm‘" i 'm’om' $bhige
fondled by prosperity—if he will go back to My trial came on. T need not pain my- wore children, snd not by fear but In,n; use, | but of immeageable indebtedness, in my i h: b rm[ues,.l :lhcommuln tip | plants, Instead of “heading up," &s cabbeges

Ki And you he :Ia:’ltom:h::lt with age, the place, let him remember that a chilly |%¢1( with a long recital of the thronged :h:mt:d:o :n“:hh tt;e f:“'MA"d I:’Hab'uﬂ canfbacion (et l wlous; nat sialded, am ths ful:::'ti;: i:i:::i::]::lef::u:owle::r :lial :n:nm f:f:l:;:;;h:vrr:?::.u lﬂr:l; nlltulﬂ't c:;tl'i.
: A stately ruli Is the mansion homs j in i court, the weary questioning and cross ques- ro in koots, the people whispered about| author of that d i ' 2 r anner, and getting as (ar
13 Wisat should huve addod besuty to the page pain in the heart “'"", him there, when ha | % s gk me, sometimes with evident carelessnoss as| he shad ¢ iu.mnb.la pik ik bm."m tal facuitios are enshrouded. His disposi- | from each other as possible. Our strawber

. And in completentss bound the malchless tomb, shall see trees and houses, and the very tionings, the sudible silonce of the the crowd @ shadow, of a prison; the loss of all things | . ao® b weemsly attab) ; . b 18 : :

' Stands as tho writing in Bolsshzzar's ball— street stones stey, but tho liviog pass away [ While the pleas were made; the moment t> how loud. But Lonly nurseda deeper | on his innocent head. And finally I give | o ts yind 1o every one arou maly estisble. [ries goet WS'EFACE V5L SN SR SRLL IR
1 Tue s Mene, Tokal, of Columbln’s walls— and,are forgotien whose shadow fell upon me when the fore- and more quiet wrath. and demise to John Markhem all my estate He is kind to every one around him, and, I|thank fortune, there was not much of a crop
Welghed and found wanting—recreant to ihe trust § 5 lemly sald. “guilty”—th There came along that way a throng of| both real and y * | may add, he is not only pitied for his misfor- this year, or we should hsve been ruined !

Froalom bequeathed us {n our Horo'a dust; But when & man has spent his sbaente ae | ™" *0'5™Y 8% QUULE "= RE OURSE: o child tfi hool. Steppi real and personal, to have and to hold, |\, o yue 1o spite of his lamentable condi- | Raspberries, if possible, behave still worse.

T And yet wo boust he hias & brighter cpll, Linant iinn=slor ] had aot B he can. | M0t when I was condemned to to the aw- ren just from echool. Steppiag up 10| to him, his heirs and assigns, forever, coufi-|,. " o : g y ;
‘1 A Nter for his own grent soul te dwell, P AR £ o S fml & eon* | ) alienage of prison for the filteeen years one of them, I asked, **Does George Mark-| dent that he will so far have merc ' tigs, regardsd with vacommon fatersst, Ho) We hets g9 SACHE A ML Y
11 The hearts of Hying milllons! —J¢ is wall." tinent, listening now to Rose Cherie, now e ham still live in this place 1" The little| guilt as to be in all thi p h’ on my | is looked upon as a ster of no mean magni- | ties," what are called ‘perpotusl bearers’—
| . to Thalberg, now to the cathedral cadences : : gitl turned up a sunny Spring morning face| only child,” nge a father to my | 40 obscured and almost blotted out by the | that is, you are perpetually watching for in-

Is ,T;::fr::i:::mm":? :::d':h':;:‘:‘n:‘::'.r of Perimo, where the floods break from his| Then I parted from home and [riends.— | .4 ypywered, “I am his daughter, Sir; do| Then like the ffiends of Job mist in which be is doomed to dwell, till he| dications of fruit, without ever having your
U Bot b Whes s amllo and toar | Vips under the ever blue arch of a resounding | My brother did not bid me good-bye; he lay | o) \igh 1o see him 1" tanose oame b : knen & of Job, my acquain- | 1.1y nogs from the present state of existence | eyes blessed with the fruition ! We are

l‘ Yend t0 & csuse & sunlight and & dow, sky; I had not been wafted to the upper cat.| #ick of & roging fever, on whose chances) 5 yojjeh thought suggested itself to me,| was pros dw Atu me, beholding how I |5 gpoiher., somewhat partial to *string beans,’ and we
. 1‘;.";::- l:i: lrw::: lr::? :“I“.lr::l:::::nd::':::-m e | races; bathed in the nepenthe of that air|MUNE life. But lltm'-‘.I.‘_". holy, the heroic—| 1 ;409 «Yes, you may sbow me the way to| man irl: Ihep':E:a.or thg:"“ I"'l"“'j an upright | Now asl understand the law of heredita- | have got ‘strings’ of the most Gourishing
b b et :h::“rpl“d“_ #% | which lulled the old world Memphis gallants who had borne sll things, came to 8ee me | .. youge. % | knew we should take a cross- | yen, and none utte :i“r';l as well as hea- | o yoscent, there is nothing unnatural in this | vines ever seen, but no beans, not a bean ;
Who sball rsfuse whon woman lutercedes? —which lulls the Howsji now; I had not|8° She clasped ":‘Ylm?f"fled hands in her path over the fields and past a long reach of | e ' o an:dl whispey ugeiest boy’s case, Every individual ever born, is that is, if we *know beans,’ of which we begin

¢ fl;uudnu tho mission that so haply fell been living with friends who shoulder to| W™ she presln_ed one long Ilusl kiss vpon| jonely woods. In the most aoliln:y part of I.';luw I 1 ith R governed by the same principle which caus- | to have the most alarming doubts. Our suc-
,l’d‘i:.‘:?:":;:::‘:;:‘l'm‘::’:“:‘_:‘:‘;:: ;"3:’,‘," ll | shoulder, worked with me hopefully in the the convict's hlw:‘lmd gaid, with a solemn | ot [ might wreak upon the guilly head of | eg the pl 44 ufor:a wdlt a“'w'l.o hos fill- | o4 him to be what he is. Prior to marriage, | cesa has been the same o8 to sass general-

¢ L N T day time, or welcomed me at night to a|cheerfulness, “I will wait for you!” 'Then,| George Markham, the most terrible ven-|| dba ?“; aﬁt % ddnghtis l‘ might have|pis father had been a secret but confirmed | ly; but we can beat the country in tall
glowing house, an old hearth in & room | #ith @ superstition which, frivolous though | geance which could wipe out hi ven- | had but for the fifieen years. She is my on- | i ohrinte, and when the fact became known | weeds—that is, we could if we would; but

Be n Woman., ' ) : Syl g pe out his most bitter | |y child, my companion, my comforter, m i

] where children sat upon my knee, where the | it may seem, still crept into tho awfulness | ,g {o me, T would kill his child and| pypil, ' » MY | 1 the gentle and sweet spirited being, who | we long ago concluded, that if legitimate

nd never on earth will [ bring any
oter love between us ; for atnight, when |
look up into the stars, I hear a low voice
saying,

“[ am waiting for John Markhom."

A Donkey Among Bees.

—

A laughable occurrence took place a day
or two since upon the ferm in the outskirts

Oft 1've heard a geolle molbor, of that hour, I stopped my wateh, and vowed

inwardly that its hands should never more
move till we met again.

After that the gates of my prison opened
to let in but one message from the life out-
side. The chapliin brought me a lock of
well-known soft brown hair, and told me,
with n tear in his eye, that an old man had
given it to him snying, My daughter is with
God. Sho died whispering that she would

rosy firelight danced with the shadows on
the wnll; where a woman beloved hushed
Quwn thie Bosineds echos in my heart with
a rich uld ballad in a soft young voice.

a few months before, hod become his wife,
the revelation was made suddenly, and in a
way the most impressive and appalling.—
One night, when he was supposed to be the
most unimpeachable of husbands, he stag-
gered home, broke through the door of his
sleeping spartment, and fell down on the
floor in & state of wretched inebriation. For
weeks he wallowed in misery. During the
next six or seven mouths, seeing his domes-

planting could not prosper, nothing else
should grow. So we pay a man to keep the
weeds out, from no other motive then ill-hu-
mor, We don't expect ‘to raise’ anything
—didn't plent with any such view, but mere-
ly from habit—and we now caution others
agninst contracting such a eilly notion. A
late number of the Homesiead-~u capital pa-
per, by the way--had a good article on ‘top
dressing’ for certain kinds of soil; and we

bril_‘:ﬁ her home to him, confessing that I did
it, and glorying in the end of that horrid
game of quits oft whose first throw ho had
stuked my heaven and lost it.

The little ntaiden took my'hand, confid-
ingly. 'That might unnerve me; so [ loosed
it and told her to go befota while I followed
She tossed back her curls and wenl bound-
ing ahead at o rate my strides were hardly

As thy twillght bours boegan,
1 Pleading with s son, on dtty,
Urgivg bim 1o be d man.
ot unte ber blue-eyed danghtor,
I - Thoogh with love's worde quite ae ready,
Points alic out the olher duly,
wSirive, wy dear, to be a lady.”?

I do not often esll up these fifteen years,
for they are melancholy, maddening ghosta.
But when I do, the music with which they
stalk into my thoughte is such as this: A
monotonous sound of hamrer—clink, clink,

What's n Indy 7 Ts it somothing
Made of wops, and silks, and alre,
Uged o deenrate the parlor,
Lik e the fapey rugs and chairs?

18 it one thal wastes on novels
Every fuelieg that s buman ¥
16 0 this Lo bo o lady,
Ils not thie Lo be & waman.

Mather, then, unte your daughtee
Bpouk of somuething brighter far,

Thun to be mers fashion's lady—
wWomnn't is the brighter star.

I vy Ty your strong alection,
Urge your &on Lo be a kroe man,
thu yotir dupghter no less strongly

To arlso and be B Wollan,

Yen, n womon=brightest nfotel
Of that light and perfoct beasity,
‘f\'m?re fhe miid, tud soul, und bady,
Bieud v wofk oul life's great duty—

Be a womnn—nanght Is higher
On tho gitdad st of fame §
Op the cotalogue of virlne

Thure's wo beightor, holler name.

Bo a womnn—on to duly,
Raulse the world from all thut's low,
Placs bigh in the social hoaven
Virtae's fair and eadient bow!
Lend thy lufluence to esch efford
That shall ralse our natare human §
Be nol fushion's gildid Indy—
Be u bravey, whole-souled, true woman.

ANiscellaneons.

.
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Evil Company.

Buphronius, n wise teacher of the people,
did oot allow hie sons and davghters, even
when they were grown up, to associate with
persons whose lives were not moral and
ture.

“Father,” said the gentle Eulalia one day
when he had refused to permit her to go in
compony with her brother to visit the frivo.
lous Lucinda : “Futher, you must think that
we ore very weak and childisb, since you
are afraid that it would be dangerous to us
in visiting Lucinda,”

Without soying a word the father took a
conl from the hearth and handed it to his

" daughter. It will not burn you, my child!”
said he; “only take it."

Eulalia took the coal, and behaold her ten-

) der white hand was black, and then without
y thinking she touched the white dress and it
\ waa aleso bluckened.

wSee," said Lulalis, somewhat displeas-
ed, as she looked at her hands and dress,

“ops cannot be careful enough when hand-

ling couls !" y
wYes, truly,” soid her father. *“You see
*my child, that the coal, even though it did
not burn you, lins nevertheless Ulackened you!

8o is the company of immoral persone.”

e

A Fable.

—

P —

A young.man once picked up & sovereign
loying in the roud, Ever afterwards s he
walked slung, hie kept bis eyes fixed stendi-
ly on the ground, in hopes of finding ano-
ther.  And in the courte of a longlile he
did pick up at different times a good amount
of gold and ‘silver.” But all-these years, o8
he was looking for them he saw not that
heaven wus bright above him, and nature
beautiful around. He never once allowed
'his éyes to look up from the mud and filth
in which e sought the tressure; aad when
e died, a rich old man, be only knew thia
fait eacth of ougglih a dirty voad in which to
pick up money, as you walk along.
B e s =
(A Rustian, with a pame (hat sounded
like Raise:a-musi-ki, was lately arrested in
Philadelphia; for the offence of rambling

clink--always in the same meusure, and
bruken only by the full of stone fragments !
a heavy clunk of iron doors mercilessly shut
in reveberating corridurs, with nothing but
my own pulse, coming ulterward; for 1 apent
my fifieen years in prison.

Do you ask how I eame there!  The story
is not a long one. | waa a juuior partner in
the banking house of my elder brother neur
Hartfurd, Oune evening, about 9 oclock, os
ae [ wue leaving the «teps of my lodgings,
and [ trned to see a Sheriff with his assist-
unt, standing close by me. On the oppo-
site side of the street, the lights shone mer-
rily from the window of the woman [ loved.
I waa on my way o answer an invitation,
and felt, as every true man feels on such en
errand, gentle towards all humanity. Bo |
did not roughly push sside the interloper’s
hand, as ordinurily I would have done, but

wait for John Murkham,

I endured the memory of her death with 8
benumbed patience, uncom plsiningly, rare-
ly weeping a single drop. T went through
the unvarying round of tlie day labor in the
prison yard with a steady mechanical indus.
try which surprised my task master—fur
heretofore [ had been taunted as “the weak
gentleman,” *white fingers,” and whatever
other epithet or insult the hardened bullies
of discipline are accustomed, at discretion
and without fear of resentement, to confer
upon the wretched in their grasp. At even-
ing, I held up the tiess into that faint twi-
light which just fluttered through my grales,
and kissing it, seemed to see her by me—
for I could never think of her as dead. Thay
realization was kindly spared me by the fact
that no new void can be felt, no new unnat-
uralness, in the eternsl void and unnatural-

equal to.

my brothers house,

while I stdfped to find a

ond silently. Allardund

Still I kept my eye upon Ler.—
After a while we cams ot a low brook-
cotirae-between two hilla,
of which I could just see the chimneye of
1 looked about me—
no one was in sight--rescue was impossible.
The devil whispered “now " Then I call-
ed her to stop, eaying that I must look for
something T had dropped. She obeyed, and
atood musing hersell with making wreaths|
¢f tha violets which grew by the water side,

might do my bidding of vengeance surely

the brook were nothing but pebbles, I
walked a few steps [urther down in my
quest. The little girl must hiave thought |
was leaving her, for, all at once, I heard her
call gently, “I sm waiting for you !”

“Gracious God! who spoke?

of the city of C y in which a donkey
occupied a very prominent part, and showed

over the loremost

heavy stone which

mo in the bed of

Do the

quietly moved out from under it, and soid,
“My man, there is some mistake here.—
You huve taken the wrong person.”

Any one who knows what it is to loose so
completely, in a fearful dream, the self-pos-
sesslon on which he would steady himsell,
that he cun no longer say, “This is only a
dresm,” but begina to know that it isnctual,
will realize how the awful truth broke on
me in an instant o8 the officer answered,

oThat won't do; you are John Moarkham,
of Hartford, In the nsme of the Common-
wealth I arrest you [or forgery.

Just then, on the opposite side of the street
the curtain went down at the lighted window,
and knowing in my soul that it dropped for-
ever between me and the being, who in her
held all thinga for which 1 lived, I felta
quick cold shudder of agony run through me,
and my knees smote together like a coward's.
[ eaid no more, but went with my captor.

The first night in jai} ! Ah,that was ter-
rible ! The clammy, echoing stones of the
floor aver which I paced in the darkness did
aot hurt me in their hardness. The foul
coarse pallet on which at intervals I threw
mysell in my bewildered weariness; [ was
beyoud hurt from such things, for in the five
minutes between my lodgings and my cell 1
had become aware that I was brought to a
position whose sublime awfuloess could not
be equaled by anything else on earth.—
Quicker by far than I can write, yet in thi®
channel had my thoughts run.

My brother, three daya before, gave me in
private a heavy draft to be ¢ollected st an-

ness of a prison.

less articles.””

in upon me.

all things.

ness it was,

cell.

But one night coming from work, I found
the tress gone. Asking the turnkey for it,
| was told, " Prisoners are allowed no use-
From that moment, I knew
that she whom 1 loved was dead. Like a wild
freshet the agony of the knowledge gushed
With it came the memory of
my wrongs—the scorn of man spent upen
my innocent head—the perfidy ol my. only
brother—the irredéemable helpleseness of
And I shut mysell up in sullen,
silent modness. A most dangerous mad-
From tho time that [ lost the
tress five years were to elapse before I went
out, and if in that time a revolt had sprung
up in the prison, [ would have died fighting
in its front, for I was ripe for any crime.—
As it was, I only bade my time. Once out,
[ would wreak mostcondign vengeance on 80-
ciety—on law—on my brother.

The five years passed—five years of dust
and clinking in the yard— of darkness, mut-
tering, low, smothered heart burning in the
At last; one morning, the warden
threw open my door, and [ paesed out with
the slow lbck step which I had been prac-
ticing nearly the quarter of a lifetime. I
was going to chapel with the rest—to hoar
of the Prodigal Son and the Magdalen—
they the guilty, but the welcomed—I the in-
nocent, yet the-thrust out.
siopped me with \hese, three words : “ You

I did not cheer, nor wring the man’s hand

But the officer

loved that are forever lost cry to usout of
paradise ? *‘l am waitiog for you !"'—float-
ed down through the prison bara from her
whom the Father had just numbered with
the suints.

I stood up and wandered back, then more
dreaming than awake, to the spot where
George Markham’s duughter still stood play-
ing with violets. She turned to me with a
smile and said, “1 did not mean to hurry you,
Sir, but my father is very unwell, and I
ought 1o be at home. Will you please tell
me how late it ia 1"

For the first time after those filteen years
in prison, in which knowing toil and dark-
ness only, I had asked no other measure-
ment of time, I mechanically pot my hand
to my bresst and drow out my long restorad
watch., Was I sang! The second hand
stopped at the last kiss of sgony given by
my beloved, whether by miracle or the agi-
tation of my grasp, I knew not, suddenly
moved on. Like a lightning flash rushed on
me the memory of my vow—-"Till we meets
this watoh shall never count time again.”

Yes, we had met—met in that voice of
quiet wailing—met in this wondrous omen
of the watch--met when I knew not—when
she was by none but God and her sister an-
gels. The wrathful embers went out in the
breast of John Markham, and, viewlessly
hovering over him, the lung cherished dead
amiled bliselully as she saw that inthat mo-
ment there had entered into him a new soul.

I clasped the little one in my arms, 1
told ber that her father was my enly brother

himself to be n far less intellgent animal
than the one *we read of," who, when penn-
ed up in the farm yoard with the chickens,
remarked, as he trod them under foot, “Ev-
ery one for himself end God for us all.”
This modern donkey, being penned up in
a yard, under circumstances quite similar to
those of his encient prototype, undertook
the more dangerous experiment of treading
on the bees; so he thrust his ugly nose |
against the hives, and made a determined
onset upon the whole row, as il each indi-
vidunl hive was a trough of meal. Not rel-
ishing such familiarity with their domestic
arrangements, the bees rushed out in swarms
and commenced their ass aults in such o sav-
age manner as made the poor'beast think he
must leave in a burry, which he accordingly
did. But the bees, not content with acting
merely on the defensive, seemed determined
to punish him for his temerity, and give him
a lesson which would last him through life.
Literally covering his whole body, they stung
him on the nose, they stung him in the eyes.
Upon his back and upon his belly, upon his
neck and upon his legs; they fustened them-
selves by hundreds and thousands, and wher-
ever a sting could penetrate, the poor don-
key had to take it

Frantic with rage &nd pain, the animal
brayed and bellowed, and ran, and jumped,
and lashed his sides with his tail; and final-
ly, ne if in utter despair of getting rid of his
asanilants, lie threw himself upon the ground
and rolled over and over as in agony of pain,
Finding this to be of no use, and that his
pssailants seemed to multiply rather than
diminish, the poor donkey picked himself
up ngain, and seeing the kitchen door open,
with ears and tail erect, and eyes glistening
with fears and terror, he made a rush into
the house, Thither the bees followed him;
and such n scene as then ensued has seldom
been enacted. In vain the donkey rolled
upon the fAoor—in vain he jumped over the
cook-stove, overturned the chairs, and upset
the table, the bees had not done with him
yet, and it was not until the whole house-
hold, summoned by the noise, had worked
vigorously for some minutes, with napkins
and dusting brushes, that poor John Donkey
wae sufficiextly rid of hia enemies to be able
to leave with safety by another door than
that which he hed entered.

tic reputation had been forfeited, he kept up
almost & continuous scene of intoxication.

other banking house, drawn in hia fayor by
one of his correspondents and indorsed by
another. Yes, | remember well that he
looked restiess when he gave it to me; that
he burried ‘rom the room immediately after-
ward.” I presented the draft; [ received the
money; the books which I keep, bear no ac-
countof it. . He forged the paper. [amthe

nor even smile, One grows used to forget
these ways of the world after filteen years
in prison.

But the revenge which, little by little, had
streatched its fibrous roots through the soil
of my heart till every drop of life juice wen!
to nourish the plant, fow began to put forth
ita blossoms, and I felt them bud into a ecs-
tatic poisonous [ragrance. My sweet, long-

comes home,"

and then waited humbly 1o see her recoil
from that loathsome convict.
L childlike joy she hugged me closer around
the neck, and cried, *Oh I am so glad! 1
am 80 glad ! Poor papa has been talking
about you these four deys, and saying—but
oh, he muat die !—*I cennot die till John

“Not so, my brother,” I answered, sol-

But with her

suspected one: I have no means of proving
my innocence, unless, perhaps, by proving
his guilt, : L, 8

That, most likely, is impossible. At any
rate, what o terrible atep for a man to take
‘against his dead mother’s only other child
And he has a lovely wife whom it would
slay. Yes, [ mysell have—O, God! shut
out her image from me !—I must not see
it; I sha)l go mad ! %

Tn this grove my thoughts rolled back and
forward through the wight, Facing this al-
sernative I atoed till the day of my trial—
justone menth. My hrother came often tu

fifteen yoors.

1 had put

" “about in female apparel.

hoped-for hour had come ! In a few mo-
ments' more the despised convict should
butét open his motley chrysalls, and be rush-
ed liko & winged Nemeaie to settle accounts
with & world which had the start of him by

I went to the prison wardrobe and got
back, that dress which, in thé days long gone
off with the rest of my bumanity.
Thoy were clean, fastidiously gentleman-
1ike as when I left them. 1'seemod for a
moment, at thelr sight, 10 be waking from
the tervible eternity of & bad dream—1o be

see ma; he lav feara and embraces up- finding them folded by my bedside, whore
o fne; b ranod e byt of sopaell—pee} ey had Il oy iagq e et nght:

emnly, “I from my soul forgive you. How
much more shall He who pitieth his child-
ren! For me, Ha hath this day wiped out
the pust like a tablet; and looking vp to
Him us both of us condemed in His sight,
let us join henrts; making no difference.—
My brother "

I held him on tiy breast through the wax-
ing and the waning of that strange night—
my first night of liberty~~my first-night with
the new soul. - And he-sorrowed with the
sorrowitig that needeth' no repéntance.—
With a kiés which brought back the dss of
our childbood, st dawn bis spirit departed

from me. - Then, bu\db the little giel who

Jieep the Heart Alive.

The longer I live, the more expedient I
find it to endeavor more and more to extend
my sympathies and affections. The natural
tendency of advancing years is to narrow and
contract these feelinge.

I do not mean that [ wish to form a new
and sworn friendship every day, to increase
my circle of intimates; these are very differ-
ent affairs. But I find it conduces to my
mental health and happiness, to find out
all I can which is amiable and lovable in
those I come in contact with, and to make
the most of it.

It may fall very far short of what I was
once wont to dream of ; it may not supply
the place of what I have known, felt and
tonted ; hut it is bettey them mothing; it
seoms to keep the foelings end affections in
exercise ; it keeps o heart ulivg in'its bo-

When at the end of this periud, it was told
him that he was “‘the husbond of a mother,"
he reeled and staggered on without much
sbatement. Months passed away; but there
oceurred no change in the habits of the poor
inebriate. It was at once discovered, how-
ever, that there wes something singular in
the appearance of the child, When it was
three months old, there began to be strange
speculations respecting it among the peo-
ple. At the sge of six months, these speca-
lations had settled down into a very general

have come to the conolusion that is what
ours wants; and shall, st the proper moment -
apply one of Bolton stone, laid down in ce-
ment, and shall from that time ‘lsy down
the shovel and the hoe," and call the ‘hens
and the cats' to hold high carnival unmo-
lested.’

A Story with a Moral.

Mr. Bones, of the firm of Fossil, Bones
& Co., was ane of those remarkabls money
making men, whose uninterrupted success in
trade has been the wonder, and afforded the
material for the godeip of the towa for the

opinion, but not a word was said to the dis-
consolste woman, who had also begun to
have her own forebodinga, At last, as she
was one evening looking upon her child,
and wondering what could be the reason of
ita strange conduct, the terrible idea flashed
upon her soul, My child is a natural drunk-
ard 1" She shrieked sloud; and her husband,
who happened to be within hearing, came to
her. Bhe fell upon his neck, and exclaimed,
“Dear husband, our little George ia born a"
. She could proceed no further, but
swooned away in ber husband’s arma.

From that hour the father of the boy nev-
er tasted a drop of spirits. The sight of his
eyes and heavings of his heart entirely cured
him of his habit. He scldom looks upon his
uafortunate little George without shedding
a tear over that sin which entailed upon him
a life of obscurity and wretchedness, He
has lived, [ rejoice to add, so as to redeem
his character; and he ia now the father of
five children, all of whom are bright, and
besutiful, and lovely, excepting only the
one whose destiny was thus blasted.

What & Pin Can Do,

Some time ago an argument was slarted
against the great Leviathan now being fin-
ished at the London docks, that it would be
useless as a carrier of freight, on account of
the enormous tonnsge she would require,
which could not be gathered in any port in
time to render her voyage .regular or fre-
quent, This set an English methmetician
to work to show what a pin could do in the
way of freight. He made known the result
of hias ealenlation, which groved that by drop-
ping one pin into the Leviathan to-dey, two
to-morrow, four next day, and so on for one
year, the aggregate would sink that monster
to the bottom of the ocean.

Mr. A. Breneman, of Lancaster, Pa., see-
ing the statement, took pains to work it-out,
and the following is the result of his labor:

Allowing 200 pina to the ounce, one pin
the first, 2 the sacond, 4 the third, and so on
doubling for 365 days, or one year, would
give 876,970,567,370,400 pins—which st
200, per ounce, would smount to 4,384,853,-
836,852 ounces, or 274,053,303,200 ‘poands
and four ounces; and allowing 3,000 ibs. to
the ton, would be 137,626,851 tone, 308 Iba.

only the great Levisthan, but the whele
British Navy. ‘At is a neat little question

and 4 ounces: Only think of the enormoua /,
weight from the pin ! Eoough to sink not|.

last seven years, Being of a familisr turn
of mind, he was frequently interrogated on
the subject, and invarisbly gave as the se-
cret of his success, thot he minded his own
businees,
A gentleman met Mr. Bones on the As-
sanipink Bridge. He was gozing intently
on the dashing, fosming waters as they fell
over the dam, He was evidently in a brown
study, Our friend ventured to disturb his
cogitations.
“Mr, Bones, tell mo how to make & thous
sand dollars,” :
Mr, Bones continued looking intently at
the water. At last he ventured a reply,
“Do you see that dam, my [riend.”
“Certainly I do.”
«Well, here you may learn the secret of
making money. The water would waste
away and be of no practical use to anybody
but for the dam, That dam turns it to good
account, it makes it perform some useful
purposea, and then suffers it to pass along.
That large peper mill is kept in constant
motion by the simple economy. Many
mouths are fed by the manufscture of paper,
and intelligence is scattered brosdcast over
the Jand on the sheets that are daily turned
out; and in the different progesses through
which it passes money is made. So itia in
the living of bundreds of peaple. They got
enough of money. [t passes through their
hands every day, and at the year's end they
are no better off. What is the reason T
They want a dam. Their expenditures are
increasing, and no practical good is attained.
They want them dammed up, 8o that noth-
ing will pass through their hands without
bringing something back—without accom-
plishing some useful purposs. Dam ap your
expenses and you will soon have enough oc-
' to spare a little, jost like that dam.
Look st it, my friend " —Trenton True
American-
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(<7Ab honest farmer hu_ii“ o sumbpr
of men hoeing in his field, weat

to 68 how

his work went on, . Finding one of

sitting still, ha ingized the cause. - The men
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of thriest for the spisit.”

| wGrog you moan, | wuppows,” aaid the

farmer; “but i ihe bible teaches you to
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manity ; and till'we shall be all spleitualists,
this ie alike out duty and our interest.—Her-
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